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LET the sage DOCTORS (think him one we know)
With scraps of antient learning overflow.
In all the dignity of wig declare
The fatal consequence of midnight air,                     60
How damps and vapours as it were by stealth,
Undermine life, and sap the walls of health.
For me let GALEN4 moulder on the shelf,
I'll live, and be physician to myself.
While soul is join'd to body, whether fate                  65
Allot a longer or a shorter date;
FU make them live, as brother should with brother,
And keep them in good humour with each other.
THE surest road to health, say what they will,
Is never to suppose we shall be ill.                             70
Most of those evils we poor mortals know,
From doctors and imagination flow.
Hence to old women with your boasted rules,
Stale traps, and only sacred now to fools;
As well may sons of physic hope to find                     75
One med'cine, as one hour, for all mankind.
IF RUPERT after ten is out of bed,
The fool next morning can't hold up his head.
What reason this which me to bed must call,
Whose head (thank Heaven) never aches at all?         80
In difFrent courses difFrent tempers run,
He hates the Moon, I sicken at the Sun.
Wound up at twelve at noon, his clock goes right,
Mine better goes, wound up at twelve at night.
Then in Oblivion's grateful cup I drown               85
The galling sneer, the supercilious frown,
The strange reserve, the proud affected state